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Cuverville, 23 November

Yesterday finished Beaucliamps Career in the translation, unfortu-
nately rather pasty and sadly inelegant, by A. M.50 It is truly one of the
most extraordinary books I have ever read* Vast unendurable regions,
not so much arid as frightfully bushy, in which, as in the bush On the
banks of the Ldgone, you lose your sense of direction; spots where you
simply mark time; tedious passages sufficient to make you drop the
book twenty times; then, occasionally, for pages on end, you soar along
at heights that only the greatest attain.

This book leaves the mind aching, surprised, disconcerted, wonder-
ing whether it shouldn't be taken as a satire of the spirit of Utopia, of
humanitarianism, of equalitarianism, and even, more profoundly, of
philanthropy and sacrifice; a satire even of love. The last pages invite
one to think so* Above all, they invite one (as does the whole book)
to think.

I cannot yet manage to understand why certain scenes, certain dia-
logues in this book are treated and others passed over in silence, com*
pletely skipped; in particular certain conversations that, among others,
one would have liked to know. "Beauchamp obtained the information
that his cousin Cecil had read out the letter of Dr. Shrapnel at Mount
Laurels." (II, p. 86.)

Likewise Beauchamp's big conversation with his uncle, so long
awaited, is replaced by this mere sentence: "B. stepped into the draw-
ing-room. His cheeks were flushed; he had been one against three for
the better part of an hour." (II, p. 90.) And likewise we shall never
know the great explanation between the uncle and nephew save by
these words: "Ordinarily the lord of Steynham was not out of his bed
later than twelve o'clock at night. His door opened at half-past one.
Not a syllable was exchanged by the couple in the hall. They had
fought it out/* (II, p. 114-) Likewise, again: "It was under Mrs.
Wardour-Devereux's eyes, and before a man named Lydiard, that,
never calling to him to put him on his guard, Nevil fell foul of him
[Captain Baskelett] with every capital charge that can be brought
against a gentleman, and did so abuse, worry, and disgrace him as to
reduce him to quit die house to avoid the scandal of a resort to a gen-
tleman's last appeal in vindication of his character/* (II, pp. 158-9.)51

50  George Meredith's novel, in a translation by Auguste Monod, ap-
peared in French in 1928.
51  It would be worth examining, in the English text, whether it was
merely A. M. who neglected to translate these missing conversations, or
else, at the request of the publisher, anxious to reduce the volume in length,
allowed th&n to be suppressed. [A.] The passages have been reinstated
above as they appear in the English novel, where Meredith himself has
avoided recording the conversations.